To furnifh vs $ fiiend Lamaltt whats the newes, Putt? laumk 

Lamcelet. And it fhal pleafc you to breake vp this^it ftial feeme 
tofignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faitc hand, 

And whiter then the paper it writ on 
Is the faire hand that writ. 

Gratia. Loue, newes in faith. 

Lamce. By your lcaue fir. 

Loren. Whither goeft thou. 

Lame. Marry fir to bid ray old Maider the /ewe to fup to night 
with my new Maider the Chriftian. 

Loren. Hold heere take this, tell gentle IeJJica 
/will not faile her, fpeake it priuatly, 

Goe Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this maske to night, 

/ am prouided ofa Torch-bearer. Exit J lowna , 

Sal. 1 marry, ilc be gone about it flraite. 

Sol. And fo will/. 

Loren. Meete me and Cjratiano at G ratianos lodging 
Some hourc hence. 

Sal. Tis good we doe fo. Exit , 

Gratia. Was not that Letter from faire IeJJica. 

Loren. I mud needes tell thee all, die hath dire&ed 
How I fhall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

What gold and iewels die is furnidit with, 

What Pages fute die hath in rcadincs, 

Yfere the lewe her Father come to heauen, 

Y t will be for his gentle daughters fake. 

And neuer dare misfortune erode her footc, 

Vnleflc die doc it vnder this excufe. 

That (he is iffue to a faithlede lewe s 
Come goe with me, pervfe this as thou goed, 

Faire Jejfica (hall be my Torch-bearer. 

Enter lewe and his man that was the Clovrne. 

Jerve. W ell, thou (halt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy iudge, 
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Aou haft done with mee : vvhat IeJJica, 
fnd fteepe, and fnore, and rend apparratle out. 

Why/#* 1 %• 

£r WhMxids thee call i I doe not bid thee call. 

Clow. Your vvorfhip was wont to tell me, 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

.Enter IeJJica. 

jeffica. Call you ? vvhat is your will i 
Shy. I am bid forth to fupper lejfica, 

There are my keyes : but wherefore fliould I goe ? 

I am not bid for loue, they flatter me, 

But vet He goe in hate, to feede tpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. IeJJica my girle, 
iooke to my houfe, I am right loth to goe. 

There is fome ill a bruing towards my reft, 

For I did dreame of money baggs to night. 

Qmne. 1 befcech you fir goe, my young Maider 
doth expe& your repfoch. 

Shy. So doc /his. 

Clowns. And they haue confpired together , I will not fay 
you (hall fee a Maske, but ifyou doe, then it was not for nothing 
that my nofefell a bleeding on black monday lad, at fixe a cIockc 
ith morning, falling out that yeerc on aftiwenfday was foure vecre 
in thafternoone. 

Shy. What arc there maskes J hearc you me IeJJica, 
lock vp my doores, and when you heare the drumme 
and the vile fquealing of the wry-neckt Fiffe + 

clamber not you vp to the cafemcnts then 
Nor thruft your head into the publique dreete 
To gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnidit faces s 
But flop my houfes cares, / meanc my cafcmaits, 
let not the found of (hallow fopprie enter 
my (bber houfe. By lacobs ftaffc I fwearc 
J haue no minde offeafting forth to night : 
but i will goe : goeyou before me firra, 
lay /will come. 

D, (Jfcme 



